
Troy lus and Crefsida, 


Which with my Cemitar 1 lc coole to mortow: 
?’<flr«c/i» > lctvsFeafthimto the bight. 

Pit. Hecre comes Tkerfttes. Enter Therfttes. 

Achil. How now, thou core of Enuy ? 

Thou crufty batch of Nature,what’s the newes ? 

Ther. Why thou picture of what thou )ecm'ft,&Icioll 
ofldeot-worfhippers.hcrc's a f. etterfor thee. 

Achil. From wncncc, Fragment ? 

Ther. Why thou full difh of Foolc, front Troy. 

Pat. Who keepcs the Tent now ? 

Ther. The Surgeons box,or the Patients wound. 

Patr. Well faid adueifity,and what need thefe tricks? 

'Ther. Prythee be filent boy.,I profit not by thy talke, 
thou arc thought to be Achilles male V-uloc. 

Patro, Male Varlot you Rogue i What’s that? 

Ther. Why his mafculiue Whore. Now the rotten 
difeafes ofthe South, guts-griping Ruptures, Catarres, 
Loadcs 3 grauell i’th’backe, Lethargies, cold Palfies.and 
the like, take and take againc, fuebprepoftrous difeoue- 
ries, 

Pat. Why thou damnable box of enuy thou, what 
mean’ft thou to curfe thus ? 

Ther. Do I curfe thee? 

Patr. Why no,you ruinous But, you whoifon indi- 
ftinguilhableCurre, 

Ther. No? why art thou then exafperate, thou idle, 
immateriall skienc of Sleyd filke; thou greene Sarcenet 
flap for a fore eye, thou talfcll of a Prodigals purfethou: 
Ah how the poore wotld is peftred with fuch water-flies, 
diminutiues ofNature. 

Tat. Out gall. 

Ther. Finch Egge. 

j4ch. My fweet Patrodusft am thwarted quite 
From my great purpofe in tomorrowes bactell: 

Heere is a Letter from Quecnc Hecuba, 

A token from her daughterly fairc Loue, 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keepe 
An Oath that 1 bane fvvornc. I will not breakeit. 

Fall Greckes.faile Fame, Honor or go,or flay. 

My maior vow lyes heere; this 1 le obay: 

Come,come Therfttes, hclpe to tt i m my Ten t. 

This night in banqueuing mufi ell be fpent. 

Away Patroclut. Ex’t- 

iher. With too much blond,and too lfttle Brain, theic 
twomay run mad :’our. ifwith too much braine, and too 
little blood, they doTle be a cuter of madmen. Heere’* 
jjiramemnon, an honeft fellow enough,and one that loue* 
Qu^ailes, but he has not fo much Brame as care-wax; and 
the goodly transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, 
the Bull, the primatiuc Stame, and oblique memoriall of 
Cuckolds,a thrifty fhcoing-horne in a chaine, hanging 
at his Brothers legge, to what forme but that he is, {hold 
wit larded with malice, and malice forced with wit.turne 
h'm too : to an AlTe were nothing ; hee is both A(Tc and 
q xc . to 3n Ox: were nothing, hee is both Oxc and Afle: 
to be a Dogge, a Mule, a Cat, a Fitchew, a Toade, a Li¬ 
zard, an OwTe, aPuttocke, or a Herring without a Roe, 

1 would not care: but to be (JUenelatu, I would.confpire 
awfinfl Dcftiny. Aske me not what I would be.if I were 
not Th erfttes : for I care not to bee the lowfe of a Lazar, 
fo 1 were net Mercians. Hoy-day, fpirits and fires. 

Enter Heft or, Atax,Agamemnon,Vlyjfes,Ne» 
ft or, Diomed,with Lights. 

Wx. We go wrong, wc go wrong. 

Jiax. No yonder’us, there where we tec the light. 

Heft. I trouble you. 


Aiax. 







No,not a whit. 

Enter AchiUet. 

Vljft. Heere comes himfelfe to guideyou ? 

Achil. Welcome braue Heftor ,welcome Pri n 

Agam. So now faire Prince of Troy,! bid® 

Aiax commands the guard to tend on you ^ 00RR 'eh 
Heft. Thanks,and goodnight to the Greet* 

Men. Goodnight roy Lord. * cs general. 

Heft. Goodnight fweet Lord 7Menelatu. 

Ther. Sweet draught: fweet quoth-a? f w ,„ 
fweet fure. 1 

^//.Goodnight and welcom, both at once,« , 
that go, or tarry. '’‘ 0t Wc 

Goodnight 

AM. Old Ntftor carries, and you too Dinned 
Keepe Htftor company an houre,or two. ’ 

Die. I cannot Lord,l hauc important bufineffe 
The tide whereof is now, goodnight great HeUer * 
Heft. Giuc me your hand. 

Vlyf. Follow his Torch,he goes to Chaleos Tent 
He keepe you company. 1 

Troy. Sweet fir,you honour me. 

Heft. And fo good night. 

Achil. Come,come, enter my Tent. 

Ther. That fame Dtomeds a falfe-hearted Roe*i f ' 
moft vniuftKnaue; I will no more cruft him whenh« 
leetes, then I will a Serpent when he hiffes: he will fpend 
his mouth & promife, like Brabler the Hound j butwhen 
heperformes, Aftronomers foretell it, that itisprodiei- 
ous, there will come fome change: the Sunne borrows 
ofthe M cone when DiomedVeepes his word. I will ra¬ 
ther leauc to fee /After, then not to doggehimitheyfay 
he keepes a Troyan Drab, and vfesthe Traitout Chile* 

hisTent. Ileafter--Nothing but Letcherie? All 

incontinent Varlets. Exmt 

Enter D tamed, 

Dio, What are you vp here ho ? fpeake ? 

Chal. Who cals? 

Die. Dismed,Chalcas{ I thinke) wher’s you Daughter? 
Chat. She comes to you. 

Enter Troylus andVltjjes, 

Vlif. Stand where the Torch may not difcoueris 
Enter Crefstd. 

Troy. Crefsid comes forth to him, 

Dio. How now my charge ? 

Cref Now my fweet gardian: harkc a word with you. 
Troy. Yea,lofamiliar? 

Vlif. She will fing any man at fitft fight. 

Ther. And any man may findc her,il he can take het 
life: {he’s noted. 

Dio. Will you remember? 

Cal. Remember ? yes. 

Dio . Nay, but doe then; and let your minde be cou¬ 
pled with your words. 

Troy, What fhould flie remember ? 

Vhf. Lift ? \ 

Cref. Sweetehony Greekjtempttneno more to folly* 
Ther. Roguery. 

Dio. Nay then. 

Cref. He tell you what. 

Dio. Fo, fo, eomctell a pin.you are a forfvvotne.— 
Cref. In faith 1 cannot: what would you haue toe do 
Ther. A iogling tricke.to be fecretly open. 

Dio. What did you l weare you would bcftowonmt. 
Cref. I prethee do not hold me to mine oath, 

Bid me doe not any thing but that fwecteGreeke- 


Die- 


Troylus and Crefsida . 


pie. Good night. 

troy. Hold, patience. 
plif. How now Troian f 

C it N l °o%] good night: lie be your foolc no more. 

Trey. Thy better muft. 

c / ( r Harkc one word in your care. 

Trot. Oplague and madnefle ! 

Ji/r You arc moued Prince, let Vs depart I pray you, 
,.(»vourdifpleafure fhould enlarge it felfe 
Te wrathfull tearmes: this place is dangerous; 

The time right deadly: 1 bcfccch you goe. 

Trot. Behold, I pray you. 

Vlif. Nay, good my Lord goe off: 

Yo-iflowto great diftra6iion : come my Lord? 

Troy I pray thee flay? 

tiijr you hauc not patience, come. 

Troy J pray y ou Bay ? by hell and hell torments, 

I will not fpeake a word. 
pi. And fo good night. 

Cref. Nay,but you part in anger. 

frey Doth that grieue thee ? O withered truth! 

Vhf Why, how now Lord ? 

Troy oy Aar I will be patient. 

Cref. Gardian ? why Greeke ? 

Pie. Fo,fo, adew, you palter, 

Cref. In faith I doe not: come hither once a gaine. 
thf You (hake my Lord at fomething; will you goe? 
you will bteake out. 

Troy. She ftroakes his cheeke. 
yiif Come, come. 

Troy. Nay flay, by lone I will not fpeake a word, 
there is betweene my will,and all offences, 

A guard of patience; ftay a little while, 

Ther-. How the dwell Luxury with his fat rumpe and 
potato finger, ti ckles thefe together jfrye lechery,frye. 
r Dio. But will you then ? 

Cref. In faith I will lo; ncucr truft me elfe. 
pio. Giuc me fome token for the furcty of it. 

Cref lie fetch you one. Exit. 

Vlif You haue fworne patience. 

Troy. Fearemenot fweeteLord. 

Iwill not be my felfe, nor hauc cognition 
Ofwhat I fcelc: I am all patience. Enter Crejftd. 

Ther. Now the pledge,now,now,now. 

Cref, Here Diomed , keepe this Sleeue. 

Troy. Obeautie! where is thy Faith? 

VIif. My Lord. 

Troy. I will be patient, outwardly I will. 

Cref. You Jookevpon that Sleeue ? behold it well: 
Helou’d me: O falfe wench: giuc’i me againc. 
die. Whofe was’t ? 

Cref. It is no matter now I haue’t againe. 
Iwillnotmcetewith you tomorrow night: 
iptytheeZi/owfrfvifitemena more. 

Ther. Now fhe fharpens: well faid Whetftone. 

Dio. I fhall haue it. 

Cref What,this? 

Dm. I that. 

Cref. O all you gods! O prettie, pretcie pledge ; 

Thy Maifter now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee and me, and fighes, and takes my Glouc, 

And giues memoriall daintie kiffes to it; 

As I kiffc thee. 

Tio. Nay,doenotfnatcbitfromme.,' 

Cref, He that takes that, rakes my heart withall. 


Dio. I had your heart before, this followcs it. 

Troy. I did fweare patience. 

Cref. You fhall not haue it Diomedft. aith youfhall not: 
lie giue you fomething elfe. 

T)io. I will haue this: whofe was it? 

Cref. It is no matter. 

Dio. Come tell me whofe it was ? 

Cref ’Twas one that low’d me better then you will. 
But now you haue it, take it. 

Dio. Whole was it ? 

Cref. By all Dianas waiting women yond : 

And by her felfe, I will not tell you whofe. 

Dio. To morrow will I weareiton myHelme, 

And grieue his fpirit that dares not challenge it. 

Troy. Wert thou the diuell,and wor’ftit on thyhorne, 
It fhould be challeng’d. 

(ref Wcll,well, 'tis done, ’ti j paft j and yet it i* not: 

I will not keepe my word. 

D to. Why then farewell. 

Thou neuer Ault mocke Diomed againe. 

fref. You fhall not goe: one cannot fpeake a word, 
Butitftraicftartsyou. 

Dio. I doe not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I by Pluto; but that that likes not me,plea- 
fesmebeft, 

Dio. What fhall I come? the heure. 

Cref. 1 1 come:0loue!doe,comt: Ifhallbeplagu’d. 
Dio. Farewell till then. Exit. 

Cref. Goodnight: Iprychoecome: 

Troylus farewell 3 one eye yet lookes on thee 3 
But with my heart, the other eye,doth fee. 

Ah poore our fexe; this fault in vs I finde: 

The errour of our eyc,dircZb our minde.' 

What errour leads, muft erre: O then conclude, 

Mindes fwai’d by eyes, are full of turpitude. Exit, 

Ther. A proofe offtreogth fhe could not publifh more; 
VnlefTe (he fay, my minde is now turn’d whore. 

Vhf. Al’s done my Lord. 

Troy. It is. 

VIif. Why ftay we then? 

Troy. To make a recordation to my foulc 
Of cuery fyllablc that here was fpoke s 
But if I tell how thefe two did coa 6 k; 

Shall I not lye, in publifhing a truch ? 

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart: 

An efperance fo obftinately ftrong, 

That doth inuert that teft of eyes and earc* j. 

As ifthofe organs had deceptio us fun&ions. 

Created onely to calumniate.- 
\fy’as Crejfed here? 

Vlif. I cannot coniure Troian. 

Troy, She was not fure. 

Vlif Moft fure flic was. 

Troy. Why my negation hath no tafte of madncfTe? 
Vlif.. Nor mine my Lord: Crejftd was here but now. 
Troy. Let it not be beleeu’d for womanhood: 

Thinke we had mothers} doc not giue aduantage 
To flubbome Criticks,apt without a theame 
For deprauation,to fquare the getierall fex 
By Crejftds rule. Rather thinke this not Crejftd. 

Vlif What hath (he done Prince, that can foyle ow 
mothers? 

Troy. Nothing at all, vnlefle that this were fhe. 

Ther. Will he fwagger himfelfe our on*s owne eyes? 
Troy. This fhe? no, this is Diomids Crejftda s 
If beautie hauc a foule,this is not fhe s 
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